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One 


Author's Notes: 
| couldn't throw out a challenge and not participate myself. Halloween Challenge 2014 


1985 

"But Mom! It's Halloween!" 

"Yes, | know that, my son. But you are failing science and math and all | ask of you is that you are passing. We 
made this arrangement, you and |, at the beginning of the school year, didn't we? You would try your hardest 
to maintain passing grades." 

"But it's science and math! Who cares?" 


"| do. That's who." 


"Moml" 


"Don't Mom me, young man. You have three days until Halloween. Impress me." 
Sixteen year old Dave Grohl rolled his eyes and turned to leave the kitchen. 
"Come back here." 

With a dramatic twist to his body, Dave turned and looked at his mother. 


"Give me a kiss and take some of this back to your room with you." She handed him a slice of pumpkin pie and 
kissed his cheek. "I love you. You can do it" 


‘Love you, too. Thanks." He mumbled. It was hard staying angry at a Mom like his. Especially when he knew she 
was right. 


Back in his room, he closed and locked the door to keep his older sister out. She thought just because she was 
the oldest, she could walk right into his room like she owned the place. Dave sat on the edge of his bed, eating 
his slice of pie and reading the flyer again for the hundredth time. 

"Halloween Costume Party! Hawkins Haunted House! Must come in costume. 4 - ??" 

Hawkins Haunted House. Dave's stare focused on those three words. He had just met Taylor a couple weeks ago. 
Dave transferred into Taylor's math class, which as part of the reason he was failing. He and Taylor sat next 
to each other talking music all day. They argued over who was a better frontman; Freddie Mercury or Robert 
Plant. Who was a better guitar player; Brian May or Jimmy Page. Beach Boys or Beatles. Van Halen or Black 
Flag. 


The phone rang and Dave knew it would be Taylor. He threw open his door and ran down the hall to the living 


room where his mother was just reaching for the receiver. 

"| got it!" He lunged for the phone and picked it up. "Hello?" 

"Hey, little man! Is your sister home?" Lisa's weirdo boyfriend. 

"Lis, it's Robbie!" Dave screamed and put the handset down on the table. 

Dave didn't make friends very easily. Not when music was all he felt he could talk about. Nobody wanted to 
hear what he thought of John Bonham. Nobody until the rich blonde kid came along. Dave hoped they'd stay 
friends forever. But that might not happen if he didn't make this Halloween party. 


An hour later, he ducked his head out of his bedroom. "Lisa, you off the phone yet?" 


"Yes, she is. If you swear to me you've been in there, studying, you can use it." 


Dave pressed his lips together. He hated lying to his mother but, "I have." 

"Good" 

He perched on the arm of the chair next to the table that held the lone telephone in the house as he dialed 
Taylor's house. Just as Taylor's mother answered the phone, his own mother scolded him for not sitting in the 
chair. 

"Plant your skinny butt in the seat" 

"Hello? 

Dave shot his mother a look as he slid into the chair. "Uh, hello! Hell, Mrs. Hawkins. Is Taylor home?" 

"Just a moment" She always sounded annoyed. 

And the wait for Taylor to pick up the phone was always a long one, marked by muffled arguing. 

Finally, "Yo!" 

"Hey, man Its Dave." 

"Hey, what's up? Dude, you're coming, right?" 

"To school tomorrow, yeah." 


"No, the," He dropped his voice to a thin whisper, "P-A-R-T-Y." 


"No." Dave said and rolled his eyes. "I'm failing two classes. My mother said | can't go unless | get my grades 
up. 


"You have to come!" 

| want to!" 

"So get your grades up." 

"You should talk!" Dave knew full well Taylor was failing a couple of his own classes. Math being one of them. 


"Luckily for me, my Mom doesn't give a shit about my grades." 


Dave fidgeted, feet sliding along the carpet, fingers tangling in the phone line. He gave his mother a glance. She 


sat on the sofa, grading papers. He stood and pulled the line taut as he wandered into the hall 
"Hil figure something out" 

"Cool! What's your costume?" 

Dave felt crestfallen. He hadn't thought that far ahead yet. "Beats me 

"Im going to be Roger Taylor from the video for | Want To Break Free" Taylor proudly said 
Dave scowled. "But he's dressed up in a skirt! 

"Yeah. So?" 

"Oh! 

"You should be Freddie!" 

"No" Dave laughed. "No fucking way, man!" 


"Dave! Watch your mouth." His mother called. 


Two 


The following morning, Taylor met Dave at his locker. 

"Dude! You have to come to the party!" 

"| know! But my Mom." 

"So, what do you have to do to get her off your back?" 

"She said | had three days til Halloween | had to impress her.” 

Taylor wrinkled his nose. "What does that mean?" 

Dave shrugged, "Beats me. 

The blonde's face lit up. "Impress her with your sneaking out skills!" 

The other kid would have laughed if he didn't think his situation was hopeless. 

"Come shopping with me after school. | gotta find a black skirt and a pink and yellow necktie” 
"Nol You're on your own, dude” 

"Come on, D. Please?" Those large light brown eyes stared at Dave, lower lip jutting out. 
Dave rolled his eyes and sighed 

"Good! It's settled! 


In math class, Dave tried his hardest to focus on the teacher but Taylor beside him kept chattering on and on 
about his party. 


"Gonna get some beer. Maybe some pot. | got a guy.” 
Dave raised an eyebrow. "You got a guy?" 
"Yep." 


"Mr. Hawkins, why don't you come up to the board and solve for X?" The teacher, a shrewish woman named 


Ms. Templeton, caught them talking. 


Taylor gave his signature, lopsided grin and wandered slowly to the blackboard and picked up a piece of chalk 
The math problem stared him in the face. He shuffled a little. 


After a long pause, during which most of the class giggled and Dave broke out in a sweat, Taylor blurted, 


"Five!" 


More laughter from the rest of the class. The mean, old teacher started to grin and was about to tell him he 


was wrong when she looked at the board. 

"You're... right." She sounded so disappointed. 

The blonde smirked, put the chalk back down, and received high-fives on his way back to his desk 
"How the hell did you know that?" Dave hissed. 

"Thought about you. You're the fifth Beatle, ain't ya?" 

Dave smiled. 


After school, Dave met Taylor in the parking lot. The pair took Taylor's car to the mall. Girls gave the boys 


smiles as they sucked on their Orange Julius. 

As they turned into the record story, Taylor asked again, "You're gonna be Freddie, right?" 
"Nol No, dude. | told you that" 

"Please! My Roger makes no sense unless you be Freddie.” 

‘He's in a glittery top and a skirt!" 

ies 


The blonde pouted again. Finally, Dave sighed. He didn't even have to say anything. Taylor could tell he had talked 
Dave into it. 


Let's go find you a pretty, glittery top!" 
They found a pink sequin top at girls clothing store. Dave was red in the face at the way they were being 
watched and laughed at. Taylor didn't seem to notice, however. He found two little black skirts for them, as 


well. 


"Halloween costumes." He explained to the cashier, a senior at their high school. 


"Sure." She razzed them and gave Taylor a wink. 

"Come to the party, you'll see. Hawkins Haunted House!" 

‘Maybe | will” 

As they walked from the story, Taylor grinned. "Think she liked me." 

"Duh." 

"A senior girl. Pretty cool." 

"Uh huh." 

"Okay, so you got your outfit. We still need black stockings and you need a wig and shoes." 
"This is such a terrible idea, Tay." 

"Nope. It's great. You'll see." 

"What am | gonna see?" 

"Maybe some Halloween magic." Taylor's eyes grew big and he grinned at Dave. 

"The only magic will be me not getting caught by my mother." 

"We could make a fake test. Yeah, a pop quiz that you get a good grade on. That'd work, right?" 


Dave remembered why he liked Taylor so much. For ever three of his insane, crazy ideas, he came up with 


one genius idea. This was it. 


They drove back to Dave's house and immediately carried their bags into Dave's bedroom, locking the door 


behind them. 

"Boys, are you hungry? | made meatloaf" 

Dave wrinkled his nose but his blonde friend was already opening the door. 
"Mrs. Grohl, you look lovely! Is that a new hairdo. 

"Taylor, | already offered you dinner. Stop sucking up. Where's the other kid?" 


"Your son, the little jerk that he is, turned his nose up at your fine cooking. I'll take his, too." 


"Boy, | would ask if your mother feeds you but | can tell by that skinny little ass that she doesn't 

While Taylor was distracting Dave's mother, Dave worked on the fake test. He used a piece of notebook paper, 
wrote his name and the date across the top and then numbered ten fake answers down the left column. He did 
that in pencil and then in a red pen he had stolen from his mother, Dave marked three fake answers incorrect, 
giving him a score of seven out of ten or a seventy. That was passing and it was an improvement on his failing 


overall grade. Dave waved the ink dry, folded it in half, and then brought it out to the kitchen. 


"Dude, come on. You said you wanted to listen to my new record. Oh, by the way, Mom, we had a pop quiz in 


math today and | got a seventy. See?" He flashed the paper in front of his mother and then folded it again 
‘Let me see” 

Dave held it up but far away. 

"Pretty good, right?" 

"Better." She said as she examined her son's face. "What did you get, Taylor?" 


"| guessed five." He said, still feeding his face with mashed potatoes. He received kick under the table. "I got five 
right. Not too good." 


"Well, perhaps you should study instead of listening to music all night." 
"Maybe." 


As Taylor stood to leave the room, handing his empty plate to Dave's mom, she asked him, "Your parents going 
to be at your Halloween party, dear?" 


"What? Oh, yeah! Of course. Course they will." 
"Mm hmm." 
Back in Dave's room, he nearly whooped with joy. "She bought it!" 


In the kitchen, Virginia shook her head. She didn't buy a word. 


Three 


Dave stood in front of his sister's full length mirror that was screwed into the back of her bedroom door. He 
adjusted his wig and examined his skirt. He felt incredibly uncomfortable in pantyhose only because of how 
comfortable they felt against his.. body. He still needed to find pink lipstick and black eyeliner. Dave caught a 
glimpse of Lisa's make up box on her dresser. He turned to rummage through it when the door opened. 

"OH MY GOD!" Lisa shouted. "What are you doing, you little creep?!" Then she burst into laughter. 

"Shut up!" Dave bawled at her. 

"What are you wearing??" 

"Shhh!" Dave hissed and moved to close the door. "Its my Halloween costume." 

Lisa crossed her arms and tried not to laugh. "You're gonna be a drag queen for Halloween?" 

"No, it's Freddie Mercury from one of their videos!" 

"Ah. And who is going to know that?" 

"Taylor." 

"Oh, is he going to be Brian May?" 

"No, Roger Taylor. 

Lisa burst into another fit of giggles. 

"Shut up!" Dave scowled and pulled the wig off. "I'm only doing it because he asked me to." 

"That's cute. Couples costume." 

Her younger brother rolled his eyes. 

"Mom know you plan on sneaking out?" 


| don't have to sneak out. l'm passing math now." 


Lisa howled with laughter. "That fake pop quiz? Dave, | don't know if you noticed this or not but Mom's a 


teacher." 


He groaned and sink to Lisa's bed. "What am | gonna do?" 
"Beg. Beg long and hard and promise to never go to another party again until you're, like, forty-five years old” 


"You could go." Dave stood up and grinned at his older sister. "Yeah, you could go and promise to keep an eye 


on me." 

"Yeah, right!" 

"Hl pay you" 

"You don't have any money" 

"| got twenty bucks from Dad” 
"Twenty bucks 


"Yep. I'll give you twenty-five if." He paused and fidgeted a litle. 


"If what?" 
"Show me how to do my make-up." 


After Lisa was done laughing again, she pulled out a pink lip gloss, a black eyeliner, and black mascara. She knelt 


down on the floor in front of Dave and started with the eyeliner. 

"You need a mustache, don't you?" 

"Gonna just use a paper one." 

"| get to take a picture of you and Taylor. 

"Nol" 

"Yep. Part of the deal. No picture, no deal." 

"He better appreciate this." 

As soon as Lisa was done, Dave grabbed her hand held mirror and studied his face. 


"Not bad. Twenty bucks and a photo." 


"Nuh uh! Twenty-five and a photo." 

Dave rolled his eyes and sighed. 

"Get your richy rich boyfriend to pitch in" Lisa giggled. 

He flipped her off and then cautiously opened the door, looking for his mother. He tiptoed back to his room, 
took his costume off and put it away. Then Dave went to the bathroom to wash off his face. He crept into the 


living room and dialed Taylor. 


After the ritual of his mother answering and then arguing with Taylor about who knows what, Dave finally 
heard his friend pick up the phone. 


"Yo! Taylor here! Speak to me" Taylor could be all bravado sometimes and Dave was willing to ignore it, knowing 


it was just his friend's way of masking whatever went on in his family life. 

"Did a practice run of my outfit. Lisa did my make up. She's gonna come to the party with me." 
"Cool!" 

"It cost me twenty-five bucks and we have to let her take our picture." 

"Okay, that's cool! Ill ask her to take an extra one for me to keep!" 

Dave groaned again. "Why?" 


"Because it'll be cool! We'll look just like them! Hey!" Taylor exclaimed as he got another of his genius ideas. "We 
could send them the picture. Think they'd like it?" 


"Who?" 

‘Queen! 

"Get outta here. You're crazy’ 

"Yeah. | just thought itd be cool if we sent it and they invited us to a concert! 
"That would be cool" Dave had to agree. "But | don't think that's how it works” 


"Yeah, probably not. So you and Lisa can come over early tomorrow night, if you want. We can put our 


costumes on together. Maybe for an extra five bucks, Lisa will do my make-up, too." 


"She would do that. But her lame boyfriend will probably come, too." 


"That's cool” 
"Okay, thanks. See you in math: 

"See you. Hey, you studyin'?" 

Dave giggled. "Yeah, right" 

"All right, man. See you tomorrow. And Dave?" 

"Yeah?" 

‘Im really, really glad you figured out how to make it to the party" 


Dave didn't have the heart to tell Taylor he hadn't actually ran the plan by his mother yet. But if she didn't go 
for it, he would be sneaking out. He'd probably have to pay Lisa more money to help with that, too. 


Four 


The blonde slid up to Dave's locker and crossed his arms, a smug look on his face. "Got a keg, three bottles of 
vodka, a dub, and few ludes" 


'Ludes?" Dave asked as he picked up his chemistry good. 

"Quaaludes”" 

Dave slammed his locker closed and pulled Taylor close, looking around them. "Are you fucking crazy?" 
"What?" 

"They're fucking dangerous, Taylor! Really dangerous” 

"Hts okay. | only got like four of them. | was gonna give you two and keep two myself" 

"Me? Why?" 


Taylor smiled. "Cause you're my friend" A blush tickled his cheeks as he leaned toward Dave. The first bell 
rang and Taylor snapped up. "Okay, see you in math" And then he was gore. 


Dave watched him bounce down the hall and he couldn't help but grin. Taylor was a kook but he was a great 


friend. 

In math class, Dave moved his desk a little closer to Taylor's. He ducked his head and leaned in toward the 
blonde. "Hey, um. I've been thinking and I'm gonna pass on the ludes. Think you should, too. l'm cool with the 
beer and a joint, seriously.” 

"Two ain't gonna do anything anyway.” 

"Don't know that." 

"| kind of do know that." 


"What" 


"Yeah. My mother used to have a prescription for them before they stopped. | might have lifted a few here 


and there." 


"Oh: 


"We don't have to do them if you're not cool with it" 

"Mr. Grohl, Mr. Hawkins, | understand it's Halloween but | still have a class to teach. Would you mind putting 
your party plans on the back burner and returning your attention the problems on the board, please? Consider 
this your pop quiz" 

The rest of the class groaned as Dave turned bright red. Taylor merely grinned at Ms. Templeton. As the 
teacher smugly sauntered to her desk, Taylor nudged Dave's arm. When the dark haired one looked at him, 
Taylor widened his eyes and looked down at the sheet of paper on his desk. Dave could have sworn Taylor was 


telling him to copy off of him but how the hell would Taylor know these answers? 


Begrudgingly, Templeton wrote and 8/10 on the top of Dave's paper. Out in the hall, the pair of boys whooped 
and laughed. 


"Okay, so you can go home and show that to your Mom and then you don't have to pay Lisa!" 

"Lisa still needs to do our make up." 

"Yeah, you're probably right. If | tried to do it, you'd end up looking like some weird clown in a skirt" 

Dave's eyes brightened and he smirked. "And you've got that covered already." 

Taylor laughed and wrapped an arm around Dave's neck. "You're hilarious!" 

Dave rushed home and flew through the door. "Moml!" He called. "Mom, guess what!" 

"She's not home yet." Lisa appeared at the end of the hall, wearing a white, lacy dress with thin straps and 
tulle skirts. She wore a white scarf tied in her hair and white, lace gauntlets, several crucifixes around her 
neck. She had black wayfarers on along with black leggings under her skirts and black ankle booties. 

"What the hell are you?" 

"im Madonna." 

"Mom is never going to let you out of the house looking like that.” 

"Says the guy who's sneaking out. And PS, I'm nineteen 

| don't have to" Dave puffed out his chest and pulled out his pop quiz. "I got an eighty on my test." 


"Uh huh. Your fake test." 


"Its not fake!" 


"Sure" Lisa smirked and turned to walk back down the hall 
"Its not fake, Lisal" 

"Okay, Dave" 

He grumbled but waited at the kitchen table with his precious quiz, anxious to show his mother. 


Virginia walked in the door a few minutes later and Dave immediately took her purse and school bag from her 


and set them down She eyed him suspiciously, 
"| told you, Dave, you could rot go to this party until your grades improved. Don't bother sucking up to me" 
"| know, Mom!" 

"And don't think | fell for that stupid stunt you pulled before with the fake test! 


"I know." Dave lowered his eyes as he was scolded. "But today, we had a real pop quiz and | got an eighty! Look!" 
He scrambled back to the kitchen table and held the paper up in his mother's face. 


She took it from him and examined it for authenticity. And then she crushed her son with three little words, 
"You still lied" 


Five 
"Mom, please!" 
"Dave - " 


"Mom! He's my best friend and | want to go to his party! | know | lied to you and I'm sorry! Please let me gol" 


His mother rolled her eyes and sighed. She leveled her stare on her son and let him sweat. After an eternity, 
while Dave hopped up and down and silently begged, Virginia finally pointed her finger at him. 


"Midnight. You will be home and in your bed by midnight. | don't mean walking in the door at midnight and | 


most certainly do not mean you are calling this house and begging for more time. Home, in bed, midnight.” 

"| promise!" Dave shrieked and threw his arms around her. He kissed her cheek. "I love youl” 

"Yes, yes. Of course you do." 

Robbie showed up in a leather jacket and hockey mask. 

Original costume, Robbie." Dave rolled his eyes. 

Lisa put her own motorcycle jacket over her white dress while Dave packed his costume into a bag. The three 
of them piled into Robbie's piece of shit Yugo and puttered across the city to Taylor's house. The tiny car 
looked dwarfed next to Taylor's large house. Before they were even out of the car, Taylor appeared on the 
front stoop. 

"Hey! You did it!" He yelled as he jogged down the walkway and met Dave by the car. "Did you have to sneak?" 


"Nope, she let me come but | have to be home by midnight.” 


"Cool! No problem. Come on, let's go put our costumes on. Lisa, you're still going to help with our makeup 


right?" 

"Yeah, sure.” 

"Why they gonna wear makeup?" Robbie asked. 
"They're going to be members of Queen" 


"Cooll Like Gene Simmons?" Robbie threw up devil horns and stuck his gross tongue out. 


"That's KISS." Dave rolled his eyes. 


In Taylor's bedroom, the blonde imitated Robbie. "Hur dur, like Gene Simmons?" He bobbed his head and held his 


hand above his head, horns up. 

Dave giggled as he started to pull parts of his costume from his bag. 

"What does your sister see in that guy? | mean, he's ugly and he drives a shitty car and he's dumb." 

Dave shrugged. "Big dick, maybe. | don't know." 

His friend striped down to his birthday suit and slowly started to pull on his black stockings. A crimson heat 
touched Dave's cheeks as he quickly glanced at Taylor. The blonde boy pulled one stocking on and tugged it all 
the way up to his thigh and then the other. He didn’t look up until he had pulled his little black skirt on. He 
caught Dave staring at him and gave the other kid a lopsided grin Dave mumbled something and turned away, 
pulling his own pantyhose on in a hurry and catching a fingernail in it. It left a long pull right up the side of his 
thigh. 

"Oh, no." 

"That's okay," Taylor told him. "Looks better that way." 

Once Taylor was done dressing, he turned and smiled at himself in the mirror. "| look just like her, don't |?" 


"You're missing the ribbons in your hair." 


"Oh, yeah!" He pulled a length of black ribbon from inside his dresser. "Stole this from Mom. Will you do it for 


me?" 
Dave blanched. "I, uh, | don't know what l'm doing. Ask Lisa" 


"You can do it. Just cut it in half and tie them in bows." He picked up a pair of scissors from his desk. "Please. 


Lisa will ask for another five bucks." 


Taylor brought his desk chair and set it in front of his mirror. He sat down and motioned for Dave to stand 
behind him. Dave cut the ribbon and held the two halves in one hand. The other hand trembled slightly as he 
raised it to Taylor's soft, blonde hair. He trailed his fingers through it, trying to form a lock big enough to tie 
the ribbon around. Taylor watched in the mirror. He tried to suppress the shiver that Dave's gentle touch 
caused. His best friend was a good sport, always agreeing to Taylor's crazy ideas. He had one more idea he was 


waiting to spring on Dave. 


The dark haired boy raised his eyes to look at Taylor's face in the mirror. "Good?" 


"Good. Now, the other." 

When Dave was done tying the ribbons in Taylor's hair, the blonde stood again. "Do | look like her now?" 

Dave grinned. "Just need a little pretty lip gloss." 

Taylor smirked. "It'll only be kissed off later, anyway." 

"Yeah, right. By who?" 

"Don't you worry about that" Taylor told him as he strode to the door. He might have swung his hips a little 
more than usual, hoping the swinging motion of his skirt would get Dave's attention He ducked his head out and 
yelled, "Lisa, we're ready!" 

It took Lisa about fifteen minutes to recover from her laughter. Dave rolled his eyes and flipped her off. 
Taylor accused her of being jealous of him. Lisa gave them both dark lined, smoky eyes. She gave Taylor a 
soft, baby pink lips and Dave a brighter shade of pink Finally, she made them stand together and took three 


different photos with her Polaroid camera. 


Taylor sat on the bed and held his photo, waving it slowly. He watched the image develop and had to smile. "We 
look great!" 


Dave took the photo from him and look at himself standing beside Taylor with his arm around the blonde boy's 
waist. Taylor stood with his arms crossed and his feet crossed, leaning into Dave's shoulder. They both wore 


big, goofy smiles. 


The clock struck nine o'clock sharp and the first of hundreds of kids arrived to Hawkins Haunted House. 


Six 


Bats hung from the ceiling in every room on the first floor. There was a big black metal cauldron which held 
the keg. Skeletons were hanging in the doorways, along with black and orange crepe papers. Electric jack-o- 
lanterns sat on every end table and bookshelf. The lights had all been turned off. Music filled the house from 
Taylor's father's hi-fi system in the living room. Ghosts, vampires, witches, zombie cheerleaders and football 
players, and a dog mingled through the house, drinking and laughing. A cheerleader and a ghost were making out 
on the couch. The guys would look at Taylor and Dave and snicker. The girls admired their outfits. A couple of 
them thought they looked cute and wanted Taylor's skirt when he was done with it. Lisa and Robbie walked by 
as soon as Dave brought the joint to his lips. He tried to hide it but Lisa just smiled and pointed at him. A little 
while later, Taylor, feigning a buzz, grabbed Dave's hand and pulled him to the food table, which held boxes of 


pizza, bowls of candy, caramel apples, and cupcakes with orange frosting. 
"Did you make these apples?" 


Taylor had just taken a big bite of a cupcake. "Mom." He mumbled with his mouth full. A bit of bright orange 
icing stuck to the corner of his lip and Dave couldn't help but stare. 


"Um, you got." He giggled. "You got icing." He pointed. 

Taylor giggled and tried to reach it with his tongue. "Get it?" 

"Nope!" Now Dave was laughing so hard, his mustache twitched, which made Taylor laugh more. 

The blonde leaned into Dave to hold him up. "Get it. Get it for me." 

He caught Taylor with an arm around his waist and, with a finger, swiped at the frosting at his friend's lip. As 
Dave tried to bring his hand down, Taylor grabbed his wrist and brought the other's finger to his pink glossed 
lips. Meeting Dave's stare, Taylor sucked the icing off, letting his tongue swirl around the tip. Dave gasped and 
pulled his finger away with a little pop. Taylor started at the noise and then broke down in more giggles, which 
sent Dave giggling again. 

They were still laughing when the senior from the mall walked up to Taylor. "I didn't think you were serious 
but you look cute." She smiled and flipped her long, platinum blonde hair over her shoulder. She was dressed as 
a zombie cheerleader and her skirt was obscenely short. 


"You think | look cute?" Taylor smiled. 


"Yeah. You want to dance?" She was already reaching for his hand, clearly not expecting Taylor to decline her 


offer. 


He looked at Dave. "Um, sure. Sure, we can dance." 


Freddie Mercury slumped against the wall and watched his best friend dance with an older, pretty girl. He 
wasn't sure why this upset him. Maybe it was because without Taylor's Roger, he was just a kid in a skirt. 
Maybe it was because none of these popular kids wanted anything to do with him. Maybe he didn't want 
anybody coming into their life and pulling the two of them apart. 


A slice of pizza on an orange paper plate appeared in front of his face. He saw the lace gauntlet and smiled. 


Lisa leaned against the wall next to him. 

"Having fun?" She asked. 

"Yeah, it's amazing! Are you, Madonna?" 

‘| was until Robbie found some of his high school buddies and decided to do beer bongs with them. He was 
puking in Taylor's bushes last time | saw him. | might get out of here. My friend, Cindy, is here and we might 
go to her house and watch some scary movies or something. You gonna be okay?" 

"Yeah. | have to be home, in bed, by midnight or Mom will kill me." 

"Make sure you are." 


"| will." 


"Okay, be good, kid" She gave his wig a tiny tug and smiled at him before she pushed herself away from the 


wall and walked away. 


Dave stood in his uncomfortable shoes, eating his pizza and staring at Taylor. When the song was over, the 


blonde bounced back to him and just grinned. 

"What?" 

"Let's get a drink to wash that pizza down" 

"Might be out of beer. Robbie and his friends were doing beer bongs." 


"That's cool. | stashed a bottle of vodka up in my room. Come on" He yanked on Dave's hand and pulled him 
through the crowd, toward the staircase. 


As they started to climb the stairs, an older football player yelled behind them, "Look at the two little girls 
going upstairs together!" 


Taylor whipped around, "Just jealous | ain't taking you up here, Curt?" 


Curt's friends laughed at him and Taylor winked. His grasp on Dave's hand tightened. In his room, Taylor turned 
the lock on the door and Dave's attention returned to the Polaroid of the two of them. He held the photo up 
while pulling his wig off of his head. Taylor, meanwhile, was on his hands and knees on the floor. He slid his 
upper body under his bed while his ass was in the air, his skirt sliding up his hips. Dave glanced at him and 
laughed. 


"Dude, what are you doing?" 


"Getting that bottle | told you about" When the blonde emerged from under the bed, he held two things; a 
bottle of Smirnoff vodka and an Ouija board. Taylor stood up and climbed onto his bed. "Come on" 


The other boy hesitated. "A Ouija board? Dude, | don't know...” 


"What? It will be fun! Come on" Taylor uncapped the bottle and took a sip, cringing as he swallowed. "This shit 
is gross." 


Dave gave a laugh and saw this as his chance to impress his friend. "What's the problem?" He asked as he 
climbed onto the bed and sat opposite Taylor, crossing his legs and making sure his skirt covered himself. He 


took the bottle from Taylor and took a long chug, doing his best not to gag, and swallowed it down, 


Taylor opened took the board from the box and set it up between the two of them. "You know how this is 


supposed to work?" 
"I think you just have to ask it questions." 


"Okay." Taylor took the bottle back from Dave and took another drink. He propped it in between his folded legs 
and then took the planchette and placed it on the board. "Ready?" 


Dave's fingers shook as he reached out. He wasn't exactly sure he believed in this stuff but it was Halloween, 
after all. If anything was going to happen, he reasoned, it would be tonight. 


Taylor grinned and asked, "Okay, what do you want to know?" 
His friend shifted on the bed, keeping his fingers on the planchette, and scowled. "Don't know." 
"All right. I'll go." Taylor closed his eyes. 


Dave watched, thinking his friend was just putting him on, all for a Halloween laugh. He relaxed a little, deciding 
to go along with Taylor's little game. 


"My uncle died three years ago in a car accident." He tilted his head back to talk to the spirits in the air. 


"Uncle Tom, are you with us?" 


Dave's brow knitted incredulously as he, too, tilted his head back, wondering what he was supposed to be 
looking for. But he started when the piece of plastic their fingers were on began to slide on the board toward 
the word, ‘yes’. 

"Are you doing this?" He hissed at Taylor. 

"No, man" The blonde whispered. ‘Uncle Tom, if this is you, give us a sign!" 


The planchette moved around the board, spelling out the word, ‘Mustang’. 


"He was driving a Mustang when it happened!" Taylor screamed. "Holy fuck!" He had to pause and take a long 
drink of the vodka, not caring about how it burned his throat. 


Dave's eyes were wide and he glanced toward the door. When a hand closed around his wrist, he yelped. 
"Come on, he's here! Let's ask him shit!" 

"No way. Tay, this is fucked up!" 

"Come on! Put your fingers on it again" 


Dave slowly relented and placed his index and middle fingers from both hands back down on the message 


indicator. 

"Uncle Tom, did you go to heaven?" Taylor asked, eyes wandering around the room. 
No. 

"Did you go to hell?" 

No. 

"So you're stuck in between?" 

No. 

"Well, what the fuck?" 

The message indicator spelled out, ‘No such things’. 

"Oh. Okay." Taylor said with a little grin. "So, where are you now?" 


Dave was starting to become skeptical when it spelled out ‘everywhere’. 


"Can you tell us anything about the future? Like what am | gonna be when | get older?" 
Rockstar. 

"Fuck that, Uncle Tom!" Taylor laughed. "| want to be a musician" 

Dave grinned. Now, he was fairly certain Taylor was fucking with him. 

"What about Dave?" 

Covers band. 

"Wow. Sorry, buddy." 


They paused for a moment to each take another long drink from the vodka bottle. Then Dave asked a question 


of his own. 

"Are Taylor and | going to be friends when we get older?" 

Yes 

Taylor added, "Close friends?" 

Yes 

‘Really, really close friends?" 

Yes 

Dave's heart pattered in his chest when he asked, "Does Taylor like me?" 

Yes 

"More than just a friend?" 

The blonde lifted his fingers off the planchette and whispered, "Yes." 

Dave lifted his eyes to his friend's. For a long moment, they stared at each other. Finally, Taylor moved. He set 
the bottle down on his bedside table and pushed the board game from between them. Leaning closer to Dave, 
his eyes flicked between Dave's dark chocolate eyes and his pink lips. With two fingers under Dave's chin, he 


drew the brunette closer until his lips were gently pressed to Dave's. Their wigs were cast aside and skirts 


were bunched around their waists as they lay together, legs tangled, making out. It was then that Dave faintly 


heard the strike of a clock 
Shit!" He sat up, leaving Taylor confused and breathless. "| have to go! She's gonna kill mel” 
"What?" 


| have to be home by midnight!" He scrambled off the bed and gathered his wig and his bag. When his eyes 


fell on Taylor again, he paused. "Do you even have an Uncle Tom?" 


The blonde folded his arms underneath his head with a devilish grin. "Happy Halloween, Dave." 


